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erto made, to his estate. In the course of the autumn
he concluded this matter, and became, for the price of
,£10,000, proprietor of the lands of Toftfield^1 on which
there had recently been erected a substantial mansion-
house, fitted, in all points, for the accommodation of a
genteel family. This circumstance offered a temptation
which much quickened Scott's zeal for completing his
arrangement. The venerable Professor Ferguson had
died a year before; Captain Adam Ferguson was at
home on half-pay; and Scott now saw the means of se-
curing for himself, henceforth, the immediate neighbor-
hood of the companion of his youth, and his amiable
sisters. Ferguson, who had written, from the lines of
Torres Vedras, his hopes of finding, when the war
should be over, some sheltering cottage upon the Tweed,
within a walk of Abbotsford, was delighted to see his
dreams realized; and the family took up their residence
next spring at the new house of Toftfield, on which Scott
then bestowed, at the ladies' request, the name of Huntly
Burn: this more harmonious designation being taken
from the mountain brook which passes through its grounds
and garden, — the same famous in tradition as the scene
of Thomas the Rhymer's interviews with the Queen of
Fairy. The upper part of the Rhymer's Glen^ through
which this brook finds its way from the Cauldshiels
Loch to Toftfield, had been included in a previous pur-
chase. He was now master of all these haunts of "True
Thomas," and of the whole ground of the battle of Mel-
rose, from Sldrmisk-field to Turn-again. His enjoy-
ment of the new territories was, however, interrupted by
various returns of his cramp, and the depression of spirit
which always attended, in his case, the use of opium,
1 On completing this purchase, Scott writes to John Ballantyne: —
" dbae john, — I have closed with Usher for his heautif nl patrimony,
which makes me a great laird. I am afraid the people will take me up
for coining. Indeed, these novels, while their attractions last, are some-
thing like it. I am very glad of your good prospects. Still I cry, Prudence !
Prudence I — Tours truly,	W. S."

